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Welcome back to the Rutgers Review! It seems as 
though a lot has gone down during our absence 
these past two months. You'll notice we have a few 
new names on the Editorial Board: Music Editor An- 
drew Sheldon, Humor Editor Jon Bershad, Backpage 
Editor Lizzie Plaugic and Arts and Entertainment Edi- 
tor Rob Gulya (now official!), as well as a new presi- 
dent, the very brave Eric Weinstein. Now that the 
U.S. presidential election is finally over, we decided 
to change the name of the Forum section to the Cul- 
ture section, allowing for less confusion over what 
kind of commentary we're looking for. Also, in this 
issue, you will find a 2 page poster by our past cover 
artists James Baduini. This will now be a reoccurring 
part of the Review, so feel free to pull it out and hang 
it on your wall. (Collect ‘em all!). If you are inter- 
ested in submitting your work for consideration, e- 
mail TheRutgersReviewGgmail.com. We have even 
established an official Short Story section within 
the Humor section. If you are interested in sub- 


mitting your work for THAT, then send it on over 
to RutgersShortFictionGgmail.com. While you're 
at it, let us know what you think of the Review. 
Man, that's a lot of info for such small type. Enjoy 
the new semester! It'll be over before you know it! 


-David Rothstadt 
Editor-in-chief 
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By Rob Gulya 


Toni Morrison, the first African-American to be awarded the 
Nobel Prize in Literature, and 1988 recipient of the Pulitzer Prize for 
her slave narrative “Beloved,” is among the most celebrated female 
novelists in history. Her novels are deeply entrenched in themes 
dealing with the broken connection between African-Americans, 
their past and their community, and the extent of human endurance 
and spirit in the face of extreme circumstances. Typically giving her 
starring roles to black females, one may find it hard to imagine how 
a white male growing up in middle class New Jersey could connect 
with these incredibly fiery women vying for freedom and identity in a 
world determined to keep them contained. 

The first time I was introduced to Morrison was in my AP English 
class my senior year in high school. While reading "Beloved" (a book 
I would later reread and re-fall in love with), I confronted a passage 
that struck me so hard that I had to physically place the book down 
and walk away. The passion had become too intense; the tension had 


OIL 


become too taught. 
After attempting to 
occupy my mind 
with other matters, I 
returned to “Beloved” 
still disturbed, but 
drawn to continue 
reading. Perhaps I don’t know what it’s like to be a slave—perhaps I 
don’t know what it’s like to be a mother faced with the choice of slav- 
ery or death, but Morrison’s powerful prose still penetrated, leaving 
me disturbed by the decision of the main character and distraught by 
the circumstances forcing the decision. 

Since, I have reread it and moved on to read “Sula” and “Para- 
dise,” both of which also revolve around African-American women 
running from pasts that refuse to be still. Infused with clearly defined 
emotions and pulsating with truth, Morrison’s novels invite the reader 
to play an active part. 

When speak- 
ing about the nature 
of the language of 
her novels, Morrison 
stated, “Its function 
is like a preacher’s to 
make you stand up out 
of your seat, make you 
lose yourself and hear 
yourself. The worst of 
all possible things that 
could happen would be 
to lose that language.” Morrison forces the reader to feel the emotions 
of her characters, giving her novels dimension and universal power. 
Perhaps I have never been a slave to a white man, or to society, or to 
a disturbed past refusing to allow escape, but Morrison forces these 
feelings on me—she forces me to feel them; she makes them real for 
me. I’ve walked away from each of these novels changed, and with a 
new perspective, not just on slavery and the lives of African-Ameri- 
cans, but the power of the human spirit both to endure as women of 
“Sula” do, and also to terrorize and scar as Schoolteacher does in the 
fields of Sweet Home. Few novelists have the power of Morrison to 
force a white boy in New Jersey to feel the immense oppression and 
the striving of human spirit borne by a black female in the heat of the 
Jim Crow South. 


G G Its function is like a 
preacher’s to make you 
stand up out of your seat, 
make you lose yourself 
and hear yourself. The 
worst of all possible things 
that could happen would 
be to lose that languageij y 
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The Americanization of 
ETHNIC FOOD 
in New Brunswick 


By Daniel Larkins and JP Mestanza 


Sometimes good food just comes from a simper place with two pots and a few friends in a humble 
setting. This is where most of the good food gets its form and develops an unforgettable and distinct taste. In 
America we have the luxury of not only having authentic BBQ, clam chowder, apple pie and burgers, but also 
dal makhna, ceviche, dim sum and baba ghanoush. The diversity in this country is astounding. New Brunswick 
in particular, is home to many different ethnicities, each with its own restaurants and dishes that cater to diverse 
palates. This begs the question, how Americanized have these dishes become? Rarely can authenticity be 


replaced by something of equal measure. 


We checked out some Hub city restaurants in search of that full authentic taste from different cuisines 


around the world: Africa, India, China and Peru. Have a bite. 


African 


Named after one of Africa’s most widely known locations, the 
Sahara offers a Mediterranean and Middle Eastern cuisine si- 
multaneously with American finger foods. Sahara’s appetizers, 
for instance, are a mix of chicken fingers, French fries, hum- 
mus, baba ghanoush and falafel. Except for the spicy Turkish 
ezme vegetables, many of the dishes won’t be new to diners, 
and few if any are African like the restaurant’s namesake. 
Unfortunately, Sahara serves no Moroccan or Tunisian tagines 
(hearty, slow cooked stews that fill North African menus), but 
offers authentic Turkish coffee, Iranian tea, and a Moroccan- 
style mint tea to sip on. 

Makeda, a restaurant adjacent to an African art gal- 
lery you can view while you eat, is named after the Queen of 
Sheba. The Amharic and English menu boasts a truly interna- 
tional and primarily Ethiopian cuisine with some Egyptian and 
Moroccan dishes. Ethiopian ingredients include traditional 
beans, spices and herbs. Sip Ethiopian coffee with served with 
big brown sugar cubes, and discover its light exotic spice. 

Don't bother with your fork— scoop and dip the spongy, 
almost tasteless, bread into your meal. Listen to jazz on Friday 
and Saturday nights. Lounge on wicker chairs and eat from 
wicker tables colored in the green, yellow and red of the Ethio- 
pian flag. The combination dishes are pricey with chicken start- 
ing at $24 and seafood at $28. Vegetarians are lucky, being 
able to order filling vegetarian combinations from $15. Try the 
spicy Ethiopian beans, tomatoes and hot green peppers, mesir 
wat (lentils in mild berbere sauce) and atakilt wat (carrots, pota- 
toes, string beans with cabbage garlic and ginger) combination. 


INDIAN 


Spice'in' s menu offers ten types of bread, chick- 
en from $12, almost 20 vegetarian entrees from $10, 
and seven different desserts. The desserts including 
gulab jamoon, brown milk dumplings soaked in rose 
water, and kulfi, mango or pistachio flavored Indian 
popsicles. Drinks include the mango lassi—a cool, 
sweet yogurt drink popular in North India. 

The everyday lunch buffet costs $10, but it al- 
ways includes salad, entrees, dessert and soup. The 
cabbage masala, and the tomato kasala use spices to 
liven the typical taste of cabbage and toma- 
to. The dal makhna 
with tomato ginger 
and garlic, with a 
texture of creamy 
sauce) is espe- 
cially exquisite 
when scooped 
with naan. 
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CHINESE 


Noodle Gourmet is exactly what the name suggests: A hearty 
portion of different types of noodles usually served with some type 
of meat. The prices are reasonable for the quality — something that 
the people who prefer takeout from hole-in-the-wall establishments 
often over-look. Chow fun is wider than your average noodle and 
the accompanying sauce gives the noodle a little kick. Everything is 
served with vegetable medleys and tea, healthier than your average 
Chinese take-out. The authenticity stems from the Shanghai style lo 
mein, which comes with black mushrooms and roasted pieces of pork. 
Most of the options are a blend of Shanghai, Cantonese and Szechuan, 
but none mix on the same plate. The restaurant is one of the only 
Chinese sit-down spots in New Brunswick, aimed toward mostly college |— 
students because of its proximity to campus. ý 
For quality and authenticity, Dynasty restaurant, 20 minutes away 
in Greenbrook on Route 22, offers some of the best dim sum in the area. 
Most of which are made daily with fresh ingredients. The options are 
strictly more Shanghai and Cantonese, but taste buds know no regions 
as the seafood is made fresh, pulled from the tank in the lobby and killed 
literally minutes before consumption. Try the vegetarian dumpling, which 


\ Noose 


WE DELIVER TEL: 122.008.8195 Quum 


is packed tight and 


bursts with flavor upon first munch. The highlight of any meal at Dynasty is the mango pudding made with real 
bits of fruit. Its texture is perfect and the taste goes very well with a stomach full of dim sum. This is a classier 


place, as it often holds wedding receptions and birthdays. It's worth the trip. 


P €CUVLAM, 

Located literally 10 steps away from the train station, Morningside Café 
gives passers by a taste of South America. The place is small and pricey, but that's 
usually because they serve seafood, caught fresh daily. The selection isn't much, 
but aside from the usual staples of salchipapas (sausage and French fry appetizers) 
and Peruvian style rotisserie chicken, one can purchase a decently prepared Lomo 

THE Saltado (beef sirloin and French fries sautéed in garlic and 
onions served over white rice). This is also one of the few 
SPECIALS places in New Brunswick where Inca Kola— that addicting 
ARE WELL golden colored Peruvian soda with a taste similar to a ripe 
WORTH  line—is often sold more than Coke or Pepsi. Delivery is 
THE PRICE (tee. and takeout is common. Every meal is served with 
a hearty helping, but leaves out the papa a la huancaina 
appetizer that is a staple in the old-country. There are 20 different seafood dishes 
to try, each one with different herbs, vegetables, and fish. 

La Fogata, just up the road from the Cook/Douglass campus on Georges 
Road, is a typical Peruvian restaurant with all the spices and aji (Peruvian 
homemade hot sauce) waiting for customers on the table. The menu boasts more 
variety of Creole dishes from Bistek a lo pobre (steak, French fries, eggs, rice, 
fried plantain) to Tallarin saltado (spaghetti with bits of onion glazed chicken 
sautéed over garlic and vegetables served with rice) and cau cau (tripe with 
potatoes). Conveniently, the restaurant writes the daily specials on a white board 
with four or five dishes served with an appetizer, usually soup, and a soda. The 
prices are not much better than Morningside, but the specials are well worth the 
price, since they usually do not go over $10. The big plus is the dessert options, 
which change daily and consist of a three milks cake, chocolate cake, or flan. The 
three milks cake is highly recommended, even the crumbs. 


The Rutgers Review 


On the whole, New Brunswick 
residents are witnesses to 
the silent tug-of-war between 
Americanization and multi- 
culturalism. Americanization 
of foods means resistance to 
change. Multiculturalism, on 
the other hand, means em- 
bracing foreign cultures and 
their popularity in America. In 
some cities, Americanizing 
factors have stirred our melt- 
ing pot culture into homogene- 
ity. For the most part, distinct 
international flavors flourish. 
Fueled by open-minded peo- 
ple of New Brunswick's vari- 
ous walks of life (the working 
class, academia, and the busi- 
ness class) New Brunswick's 
international restaurants 
thrive. 


By Merichelle Villapando 


“T have something to tell you,” they say. Uh-oh... 

A lot of liquor, plus horny college kids and the absence 
of their significant other and you have a recipe for disaster most 
commonly resulting in the confessional “I cheated on you” story. 
Whether it’s a one night stand or ongoing hook-up buddy, for 
those of you lucky enough to find a partner in college, only to 
soon enough be the cheater, the cheated on, or the one on the 
side, we all know the truth: Cheating sucks. 

So why do people cheat? Why have urges to get with 
someone else even though you’re totally in love with your 

partner? According to 

Excuses are made by Professor David Barash 

everyone from the groveling of Washington University, 
' polygamy is biologicall 

high school sweetheart sae a Pu A bin i "d 

to the |-was-so-wasted-l- “There is no question 


really-didn't-know-what-l- about monogamy's being 


: natural? he states. "It 
was-doing partner. . isn't." In other words, 
you're not a horrible 


person for wanting to go screw your best friend's sister. We're 
born to feel this way, and at Rutgers there are more than 40,000 
potential temptations. It’s okay. 

Looking more closely, in a 2007 
research study conducted by University 
of Wisconsin students titled “College 
Students’ Attitudes on Causes of Infidelity,” 
researchers found that guys thought sexual 
attraction was the primary cause of infidelity, 
whereas girls thought that it was “relationship 
dissatisfaction.” So, while your man may 
say he couldn’t help but try to hit what was 
underneath that skank’s tiny miniskirt, your 
girl may say that geek in her bio class was 
just giving her more attention. 

Of course, with all this said, nothing 
makes cheating right. Which is why once the 
cheating has been committed, everyone asks, 
“Do you kiss and tell?” Some say yes. Chantal 
Mendes, a student at Boston University 
who ‘fessed up to her mistake, explains her 


TELL: 


The Truth About College Cheating 


decision simply: “I fucked up, so I deserved the fallout from 
it.” She viewed telling the truth as taking responsibility for her 
actions, as well as a form of self-punishment. The “fallout” 
more often than not, proves to be a breakup. In a 2000 study of 
620 university students, about 70 percent said they would end a 
relationship post-cheating. About half, said they had. 

But maybe it really was a mistake. Excuses are made by 
everyone from the groveling high school sweetheart to the I-was- 
so-wasted-I-really-didn’t-know-what-I-was-doing partner. 

“Cheating is forgivable when the cheater’s pockets hurt 
as much or worse than the person who got cheated on,” says D- 
Fro, a Long Island University senior. His advice to cheaters is to 
keep begging—after all, you are in the doghouse. More practical 
advice comes from Dave Rothstadt, editor in chief, who argues 
that you should not put yourself in that situation in the first place. 
“People think that college students are slutty, [but] monogamy is 
possible," he says. “If you don't want to be with someone, end 
it, then bang." 

Maybe in an ideal world cheaters can just go out with 
cheaters, non-cheaters can just non-cheat together, and anyone 
else who doesn't really know where they fall can play the role 
of the insignificant other. Until then, be careful who you kiss and 
tell. 


Art by K. Holechek 
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One Year from the Writers? Strike: 
New Television for 2009 
By Keith Edward Nagy 


It has been one year since the writers' strike 
and finally we have something new to watch on the 
television, along with some returning favor- 
ites like “Heroes” (NBC), “How | Met Your \ 
Mother" (CBS), and “Burn Notice" (USA). Of Kl} 
the multitude of new shows coming out with- 
in the next few weeks and months, several of! 
them rise to the top and should be noticed by] ]| 
the general viewing population. 

"Lie to Me" (Fox, Wednesday at 9 
p.m.) features Dr. Cal Lightman 
(Tim Roth "Reservoir Dogs," 
"The Incredible Hulk") leading 
an agency devoted to lie detec- 
tion. Using the study of emo- 
tions and their relation to facial 
expressions, Dr. Lightman and his team solve a vari- 
ety of cases from an accusation of rape in the military 
to the scandal of a Congressman visiting an escort 
club. The show resembles Fox's other show, "House" 
(even as far as casting an Englishman as the lead) 
and it is easy to see why, considering the winning for- 
mula already established. Whether or not "Lie to Me" 
has the long lasting potential of "House" has yet to be 
seen, but it should be kept on the radar. 

Very few shows get as much advertising money 
as the new TNT show "Trust Me," but a show about 
an ackertising agency should warrant such atten- 
tion. “Trust Me” (TNT, Monday 
10 p.m.) follows two friends who 
deal with the immensely com- 
plex task of selling just about 

anything. Mason (Eric McCor- 
mack “Will & Grace”) and Con- 
nor (Tom Cavanagh “Scrubs”) 
portray the lightheartedness 
needed to cut through some 
of the more intensive as- 
pects of advertising, but the 
professional world is littered 
with multiple pitfalls that 
will test their friendship. 
The show is a dramedy 


and has elements of intrigue to keep viewers tuning 
in. 


The 
world of 
EE televi- 

] sion has 
many 
| twists 
| and 
| turns in 

29 = produc- 

tion as fans of “Firefly” and “Arrested Development,” 
know. There are times, though, where the future is 
uncertain, but the show goes on for the best. A&E’s 
new show “The Beast’ tells the tale of two FBI agents 
in Chicago. Charles Barker (Patrick Swayze “Ghost,” 
“Dirty Dancing”) is an expert at being undercover, 
however the life he leads has eaten away at him, 
making him hard and ruthless. Barker’s new partner 
Ellis Dove (Travis Fimmel) is young and eager, but 
being an undercover agent has given him a conflict- 
ing view of his new job. What is more complex is that 
Barker’s actions have led the FBI to believe he has 
become a rouge agent. Ellis must make the choice 
between his new partner and the FBI at large. Shot 
on location in Chicago, the show’s intense atmo- 
sphere breeds a world of crime and moral ambiguity 
as Barker and Ellis must do what’s necessary in the 
line of duty. 

While the program does show much promise, 
Patrick Swayze was unfortunately diagnosed with 
stage four pancreatic cancer prior to shooting. He 
and A&E, though, both agreed on continuing the proj- 
ect. The result is a great show. 

With this year’s “Trust Me, Lie to Me,” “The 
Beast” and shows to come like “Castle” (ABC) (Na- 
thon Fillion) and “Dollhouse” (Fox, featuring Eliza 
Dushku and Joss Whedon as creator), the future is 
bright for the apparatus lighting the room in many 
homes and dorms, and, barring another writers strike, 
it looks like the new shows are going to encourage 
more hours in front of the television. 
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One Man, One Season, One Hell of a Show: Summer Heights High 
Andrew Sheldon 


I hate it, too. Trust me. 
There's nothing more frustrating than listening to a writer abuse their station by using their medium to practically 
sell a particular film or record they are reviewing. Bullshit buzz created by ill-advised reviews of music 
and film is the reason why mediocre movies like Titanic win best picture, while Boogie Nights was 
acknowledged only with a Best Director nod to P.T. Anderson. 

But, this is nothing like that. 

"Summer Heights High" (written, directed and staring Chris Lilley in the three main roles) aired for 
six weeks this fall on HBO. Filmed in Australia, the plot deals with interweaving struggles of the 
show's three main characters over the course of one term: 

Mr. G: The self-important “Acting Head of Drama" at Summer Heights High. After 

he hears about the death of a girl in school (from an overdose of ecstasy), he decides to 

raise the money for a new theater by exploring the issue of teenage drug use and his 
influence on his students through his original play, “Mr. G: The Musical.” 

Jonah: An eighth grader who belongs to an islander break-dancing squad. Summer 
Heights High is his third school in two years, and he's facing expulsion. Oh, and he 
can barely read. 

\ J'mae: A private school student who's transferred to Summer Heights High for 
one term. Amazed by the “randomness of public schools,” (they have wheelchair 
kids!) she's obsessed with popularity and throwing a “kick ass" junior formal. 

And she's not afraid to threaten to kill herself to get them. 


Summer Heights High DVD release: Feb. 22, 2009 


Chris Lilley as 
troublemaker Jonah 


AMERICAN SUBLIM 


By ELIZABETH ALEXANDER 


Elizabeth Alexander, deliverer of the inaugural poem “Praise 
Song for the Day for Barack Obama," adroitly weaves an African buba |[2005] 
wrapping so close to the universal heart in her collection of poems GRAYWOLF PRESS 
“American Sublime.” 

Alexander uses eclectic forms, only a few of which rely on 


rhythm as a tool (those that do, however, do so gracefully). Some 
prose poems, such as “Notes from,” are poignant commentaries on struggle, collective feeling, 


black experience, understanding and action. Alexander is a megaphone for diverse voices. Some po- 
ems comment on the immigrant experience while others, such as “Ode,” honor mothers or examine 
American racial history, and the “Afro-experience.” Alexander avoids simple description of people, 
instead employing multi-layered symbolism as in “Kitchen Portrait, 1971.” 

However, some of the poems with multiple parts do not feel cohesive because of the differ- 
ing strengths in their parts. For example, when Alexander confronts slave-owners and slave ship 
seamen, she often lacks the appropriate sharpness. Instead, she circumnavigates the raw reality of 
slave ships. Alexander writes many poems on graphic topics, such as crowded bodies in slave ships 
on the oft-fatal crossing of the Atlantic, but only some of them are sensually appropriate. 

Overall, “American Sublime” is not tied together by a consistent form, but by thematic simi- 
larities. In the title poem, “American Sublime,” as well as “The Last Quatrain,” Alexander hopes for 
a better future in America, a future with honest and permanent racial equality based on an inheri- 
tance of culture and a withdrawal from hate and ignorance. Its social commentary is both educa- 
tional and inspirational. 


Review by Daniel Larkins 
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Point Counterpoint: The Heartielt Indie or the Epic Blockbuster? 


Slumdog Millionaire 

Danny Boyle’s Slumdog Millionaire is a movie exploding with kinetic energy and thrills, movement, vivacious 
music and dazzling cinematography to bring a view of real India to the screen. We get a view of the poor, 
starving lower class from Jamal’s rise through the slums and back alleys of the country, and we see a glimpse 
of the world of millionaires and movie stars from the narrative backdrop of the game show. This sentiment is 
perhaps best displayed during a flashback early in the film, when a famous and loved Indian action star lands 
his helicopter in the slum town where Jamal lives. | will not give up the sequence of events that brings Jamal 
face to face, raising a photograph to be signed while covered completely, head to toe, in shit, but the picture 
of a small, dirty Indian boy and the foot of a millionaire movie star perfectly captures the split India that 
Boyle displays. 

The film is beautiful and touching in its display not only of the culture and The film is beautiful 
the country of India, but is also immersed in spectacular love story. In addition and touching in its 
to being the story of an orphan boy growing up in India, it is a story of love and 
companionship, devoutness and brotherly sacrifice. There are heroes, and there nee AME Eur A 
are villains; there is virtuousness, and there is betrayal; there is decadence, and 
there is redemption. It is a story of perseverance and survival, and what it means COUNtry of India, but 


to love, truly and deeply. is also immersed in 
All this is helped by the dazzling cinematography of Anthony Dod Mantle and spectacular 
brilliant storytelling. Boyle handles his India and his story with great care and love story. ” 


compassion, being careful not to misstep or to tread too lightly. In a year where 
tremendously simple films as Doubt, and epic blockbusters as The Curious Case of 
Benjamin Button and The Dark Knight have been largely talked about and seen, neither of these movies spoke to 
me with the eloquent beauty and directness that Slumdog Millionaire brings. 
- Rob Gulya 


The Curious Case of Benjamin Button 

In this epic film about a man with the unimaginable burden of being born old and aging backwards, Brad Pitt delivers a spec- 
tacularly reserved performance. What carries the film, however is not Pitt, but a beautiful, well told story-- epic in its presenta- 
tion and containing the clear and common message of the inability to escape the inevitable: love while you can and live life to the 
fullest because, in the end, you still crap your pants. At the onset, young Benjamin is sickly, but the director allows the viewer to 
become comfortable with the character, but not to make the viewer feel sorry for him. Actually, at one point, I found myself root- 
ing for “old man Benjamin” to get laid. «e i ir = 2 

The first half of Button is masterly paced so the audience can feel the youthfulness 
despite Benjamin's grey hair and severe arthritis. As the movie progresses, it becomes clear 
that Benjamin will not meet a Forrest Gump ending. Told against the backdrop of Hurricane 
Katrina through Benjamin's diary entries, we find out about the family he eventually loses. 

The viewer rarely questions the aesthetics of the film, making the settings and looks not 
only of Benjamin but also an aging Cate Blanchett seem real (a feat in and of itself). In this 
way, Button is a turning point in Hollywood in terms of the using CGI more maturely, even 
becoming something of a head scratcher, leaving the viewer asking, ^How did they do that?" 
This especially occurs during the young Benjamin era of the film where Pitt's face had to be 
superimposed on another actor's body to make it seem authentic. One reason why the film 
works so well is David Fincher. This director has worked with Pitt before, and brings a cer- 
tain amount of grit to the movie, especially scenes involving the war and a tugboat which act 
as the true core. Fincher does an outstanding job of telling an interesting tale full of twists 
that segue nicely into realizations of Benjamin's past. 

- JP Mestanza 


Brad Pitt as Benjamin Button 
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RYSISqQENTERTAINMENT, 


OSCARS | WHO WILL WIN??? 


In light of Oscar season and the fast approaching Academy Awards ceremony, The Arts and Entertainment staff of The Rutgers Review, got 
together and analyzed the nominees. We each chose a different category of interest and made predictions of who will win the Oscar and 
who, if we had our say, should win the little golden man. Oscar winners will be announced on Sunday Feb. 22, so we'll soon find out 
how good a job we did. 


BEST ADAPTED SCREENPLAY 
Simon Beaufoy, Slumdog Millionaire : Nominees 
Peter Morgan, Frost/Nixon 
Eric Roth & Robin Swicord, The Curious Case of Benjamin Button 
John Patrick Shanley, Doubt 
David Hare, The Reader 


WILL WIN: Well, because it should. S/umdog Millionaire is an exotic rainbow of each emotion and every sense. From 
start to finish, Slumdog is an underdog that tugs at your heart and wins. After taking home almost every major award 
(BAFTA, Golden Globe, Writer's Guild Award for Best Original Screenplay), taking home Oscar gold is no problem. 


SHOULD WIN: While with the thoroughly American heart that often triumphs at the Academy Awards, the controversy over 
the level of realistic vs. altered dialogue in Frost/Nixon will cut its chances from winning. The play Doubt won the 2005 Pulitzer 
prize, The Curious Case of Benjamin Button is adapted from a F. Scott Fitzgerald short-story and too closely resembles Forest 
Gump, and The Reader is a passionate and poignant story but, S/umdog Millionaire is the most continuously fresh narrative of 
the year will win. 
C ) -Dan Larkins 


TIME 
“A BUOYANT HYMN TO LIFE, 
AND A MOVIE TO CELEBRATE.” 


BEST DIRECTOR 

Nominees: Danny Boyle, Slumdog Millionaire 

Stephen Daldry, The Reader 

David Fincher, The Curious Case of Benjamin Button 
Ron Howard, Frost/Nixon 

Gus Van Sant, Milk 


WILL WIN: Danny Boyle is the clear favorite in this category. Daldry and Howard, although both handle their material exceptionally 
well, have been brushed off by most awards. Fincher does a good job with Button and pulls off an artful mix of CGI special effects and 
live actors very well, but Button lacks the emotional power of both Milk and Slumdog Millionaire. Van Sant is the only one | could see 
upsetting Boyle based on the strength of having not only one, but two (including the much overlooked Paranoid Park) very good movies 
in the same year. Boyle, however, has both the Golden Globe and the Director’s Guild award in his pocket, which almost definitely points 
to an Oscar win. 


SHOULD WIN: | loved Milk, and | think that Van Sant does an excellent job getting the best out of his actors (including perhaps Sean 
Penn's performance of his career). | also liked Button very much as well, but Fincher could have handled his material better. It's Boyle’s 
expert storytelling and precise and passionate portrayal of India, both of its virtues and its vices, that put him just one wrung above Van Sant. 
-Rob Gulya 


BEST PICTURE 
The Curious Case of Benjamin Button :Nominees 
The Reader 
Milk 
Slumdog Millionaire 
Frost/Nixon 


WILL WIN: Is there any film that can stop the momentum of Slumdog Millionaire? Doubtful. Garnering the 
second most nominations of any film, S/umdog has won several major critics awards, including the National 
Board of Review Award (the most prestigious of them all), for Best Picture, along with a Golden Globe, the 
Producer's Guild Award and Screen Actors Guild Award for Best Ensemble. This small independent film has 
gathered a tremendous amount of critical acclaim and praise as well as a strong box office showing. The 
only possible upset could be from The Reader which also has been gaining momentum, but | wouldn't bet on it. 


SHOULD WIN: S/umdog Millionaire is the best picture of the year. It is beautiful in its filming, with the help of exceptional 
cinematography, and in its content, a moving story of love and redemption. 
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BEST ACTOR 

Nominees: Richard Jenkins, The Visitor 
Frank Langella, Frost/Nixon 
Sean Penn, Milk IN CINEMAS JAN 9 
Brad Pitt, The Curious Case of Benjamin Button 
Mickey Rourke, The Wrestler 


WILL WIN: This is ultimately a contest between Penn and Rourke. Sean Penn’s performance is certainly admirable, but Mickey Rourke finds a golden role in 
Randy “The Ram" Robinson.” As always, Sean Penn’s acting stood out in a movie full of stars. He was funny, yet serious when he had to be. But in a tight battle 
for the award, Rourke’s underdog story, preparation for the role, not to mention the countless bumps and bruises, should persuade the Academy to make the 
right choice. 


SHOULD WIN: An actor once showing great potential, now disfigured after a strange boxing career, attempts to salvage his career when others thought it was 
too late. The perfection of Rourke’s performance is stunning with the stage effect of making us forget “Randy” is a fictional character. 
-JP Mestanza 


BEST ACTRESS 
Anne Hathaway, Rachel Getting Married :Nominees 
Meryl Streep, Doubt 
Kate Winslet, The Reader 
Angelina Jolie, Changeling 
Melissa Leo, Frozen River 


WILL WIN: Kate Winslet plays Hanna Schmitz in The Reader—a middle-aged woman in a relationship with a 15-year-old boy. Winslet, who has already beat 
out Streep at the Golden Globes for Best Actress in her role in Revolutionary Road, has a better chance at winning because her established success so far 
this award season. As her character, Winslet is compelling as a rough and resolute figure and immerses herself in her character and gives a performance 
worthy of her first Academy Award. 


SHOULD WIN: Sister Aloysius Beauvier, played by Meryl Streep in Doubt (which takes place in the 1960s), is faced with a religious and moral dilemma she 

must eradicate to find peace. Streep's rigid portrayal of Sister Beauvier is not only believable and entertaining, it is powerful. Streep has won two previous 
Oscars, and deserves to win a third. 
-Karin Oxford 


BEST ORIGINAL SCREENPLAY 
Nominees: Dustin Lance Black, Milk 
Mike Leigh, Happy-Go-Lucky 
Courtney Hunt, Frozen River 
Martin MacDonagh, /n Bruges 
Andrew Stanton, Jim Reardon and Pete Docter, Wall-E 


WILL WIN: As the only contender for both the Oscar and Writer's Guild of America Award for Best Original Screenplay, Milk seems to be the frontrunner of the 
five. Snappy, smart dialogue makes Happy-Go-Lucky the bubbly feel-goodery that it is, but clever quips do not make up for lack of plot. In contrast, Frozen River 
is tediously paced, but effectively explores racial and moral issues through the eyes of two mothers who moonlight as smugglers. And the lonely robot, his iPod- 
robot friend, and all the fat people? Wall-E is an animated masterpiece, but the concept of human dissipation is nothing original. 


SHOULD WIN: The seriously over-looked /n Brugesthataddresses moral issues fromthe perspectives of London hitmen in Belgium; afilm thatis comical yet poignant. 
-Elaine Tang 
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NE OF THE BEST 
EXAMPLES OF THIS 
TYPE OF SHOW IS 
THE RECENTLY 
CLOSED SLAVA'S SNOW SHOW. 
THOUGH SLAVA’S SNOW SHOW 
CONCLUDED ITS RUN EARLIER 
LAST MONTH, PEOPLE ARE 
STILL BUZZING ABOUT THIS 
INNOVATIVE SHOW THAT 
BROKE RECORDS FOR OFF- 
BROADWAY TICKET SALES. 


BROADWAY, 
THERE ARE THOSE THAT 
WOULD RATHER JUMP OFF A 
CLIFF THAN SIT THROUGH A 
THREE HOUR ROGERS AND 
HAMMERSTEIN'S PRODUCTION. 


THE BROADWAY INDUSTRY NOT A SINGLE WORD IS 
IS STALLING; EVEN RECENT UTTERED THROUGHOUT 
REVIVALS LIKE SOUTH PACIFIC THE PERFORMANCE, 


ARE NOT ENJOYING THE TICKET 
SALES THEY ONCE DID. OUR 
GENERATION IS DIFFERENT 
THAN OUR PREDECESSORS 
IN THAT WE HAVE HIGHER 
EXPECTATIONS FOR WHAT WE 


REMINISCENT OF OTHER 
SIMILAR PRODUCTIONS 
SUCH AS STOMP AND 
BLUE MAN GROUP. THE 
SEATING AREA IS FILLED 


WITH ARTIFICIAL SNOW 
WANT FROM ENTERTAINMENT. THAT QUICKLY INITIATES 
WE ARE LOOKING FOR AN SNOWBALL FIGHTS 
INTERACTIVE EXPERIENCE UNLIKE AMONGST THE AUDIENCE. 
ANYTHING WE’VE SEEN BEFORE. CLOWNS ENTER THE 


Now, OFF-BROADWAY PLAYS ARE 
GIVING THOSE THEATER-HATERS 
SOMETHING TO ENJOY. THE 


STAGE TO PULL HILARIOUS 
STUNTS, AND AT THE END, 
GIANT LIGHTWEIGHT BALLS 
ARE RELEASED INTO THE 
AUDIENCE FOR PEOPLE 
PLAY WITH LONG AFTER 
SHOW IS OVER. IT IS AN 
INTERACTIVE EXPERIENCE 
SEEKING TO BRING OUT 
HE INNER CHILD 

N EVERYONE 


INDUSTRY RECENTLY ATTEMPTED 
TO REACH NEW AUDIENCES BY 
CREATING SEVERAL NEW  OFF- 
BROADWAYPLAYSCATERINGTOOUR 
GENERATION AND ITS PROPENSITY 
THEATER 


TO NEWFANGLEDNESS. 
HAS BEEN TAKEN TO 
A WHOLE DIFFERENT 
LEVEL IN ORDER 
TO ENGAGE THE VIEWER 
AND ENCOURAGE 
INTERACTION 


MESMERIZED BY 

| DON’T WANT TO SPOIL TOO MUCH 

OF THE SHOW, BUT I 
WILL KEEP YOU ENTERTAINED UNTIL THE 


BETWEEN THE VIEWER 


5 THE 
BROADWAY 


OFF- 


SHOW 
FUERZA BRUTA 
(MEANING “BRUTE 


FORCE” IN SPANISH) DISPLAYS 
VISUALLY STUNNING IMAGES. 
WORDS ARE MEANINGLESS IN 
ATTEMPTING TO DESCRIBE THIS 
SHOW, BUT | WOULD SAY IT IS A 
MIX BETWEEN A SCI-FI THEMED 
DANCE PARTY AND A FIERCER 
VERSION OF CIRQUE DU SOLEIL. 
THE SHOW IS COMPLETELY 
INTERACTIVE. YOU SEE IT, HEAR 
IT, TOUCH IT. WHEN | WALKED 
IN, | WAS STUNNED TO FIND 
NO SEATS; THE AUDIENCE IS 
HERDED AROUND THE ROOM AS 
THE SHOW UNFOLDS, COMBINING 
BRIGHT LIGHTS, TECHNO MUSIC, 
SPONTANEOUS DANCE PARTIES 
AND ACROBATICS. THE STRANGE 
REOCCURRING IMAGE OF A MAN 
WALKING ON A TREADMILL WITH 
LIFE'S VICISSITUDES BEING 
HURLED AT HIM HAUNTS YOU 
LONG AFTER FUERZA BRUTA 
ENDED. IT DISORIENTS YOU, 
MAKES YOU FEEL ALIVE, AND 
SHOWS YOU THINGS YOU’VE 
NEVER SEEN BEFORE. AT ONE 
POINT, l WAS COMPLETELY 
SHOCKED TO FIND A GIANT POOL 
LOWERED FROM THE CEILING 
WITH WOMEN SWIMMING LIKE 
MERMAIDS INSIDE. MUCH TO MY 
DELIGHT, THE POOL WAS SO LOWI 
COULD REACH UP AND TOUCH IT. 
WHAT AN AMAZING FEELING! THE 
SHOW HAD COME TO LIFE, AND | 
FOUND MYSELF COMPLETELY 
ITS ARTISTRY. 


GUARANTEE IT 


FINAL CURTAIN. WHETHER YOU CONSIDER 


AND THE SHOW. YOURSELF AN AVID THEATER-GOERORDETEST 
SITTINGTHROUGHAPLAY,IURGEYOUTOSEE,NO, 
RATHER, TO EXPERIENCE FUERZA BRUTA. 

LOCATION: 


FUERZA BRUTA 
DARYL ROTH THEATRE 
101 EAST 15TH STREET (BETWEEN UNION SQUARE EAST 
AND IRVING PLACE) 

NEW YORK NY 10003 

RUNNING TIME: 65 MINUTES, WITH NO INTERMISSION 


AUTHOR: DANIELLE ROCHFORD 
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WITH A NEW ALBUM TOBE PROUN OF 


CLIMBS BACK UP 
THE METAL LADDER 


They cut their hair. 

They stopped Napster in its tracks. 
They hired a group therapist. 
They made Dave Mustaine cry. 


Your great-aunt Hilda rocks out to “Enter 
Sandman” when it comes on Zroo. They have 
eight Grammy Awards. Metalheads have been 
shouting about Metallica selling out ever 
since the success that came with the band’s 
self titled 1991 release also known as the Black 
Album. But now, with the September release 
of their ninth studio album Death Magnetic, 


DIGVIZVU VSSIIVIN KG 


Metallica finally redeemed themselves after a 
decade of some not so great disappointments 
like 2003’s disastrous Sz Anger. 


“Metallica have become laughably =~ = 


commercial and mainstream and have lost - 


ai 
dd 


mine. Once well respected in the metal com-’. ,, /7; 


v 


munity for being the antithesis of womaniz-\,_‘ 


ing, spandex and mascara wearing hair metal, 


sound, Metallica was aggressive and brutal, 
and they played shit you could headbang to. 
They weren't afraid of a little dirt. Influenced 


by important British heavy metal bands like’. - 
Black Sabbath, Diamond Head, Motörhead, ` 
and New Jersey punk horror band The Mis- 


fits, Metallica pushed the boundaries of force 
and speed in the '8os. Their 1983 thrashtas- 
tic debut Xi 7m All influenced count- 
less bands with its heavy riffs, ridiculous 
solos and powerful drumming, and it 
remains the band’s best effort to date. 
1984's Ride the Lightning and 1986's 
Master of Puppets are classic, essential 
Metallica and they showcase the band’s 
raw power and song writing abilities. 

By the early ’gos they started 
moving away from their roots, going 
so far as to commit the ultimate act of 
metal treason—cutting their hair, trad- 
ing in ripped denim for Armani suits and 
shades, then garnering mass appeal and 
enough cash to purchase several coun- 
tries. Needless to say, fans were not only 
displeased, they felt betrayed. 

But now, critics are raving about 
Death Magneuc and hailing it as Metallica’s 
surprise comeback. Maybe it isn’t a return 
to their thrash days of yore, but it’s certainly 
a heavy metal album with some frantic ass- 
kicking solos. It’s a powerful onslaught of 
ageression that feels fresh and revitalized. 
James Hetfield’s vocals are strong and the 
choruses are catchy. It’s a modern take on the 
band’s late ’80s sound and is their best album 
since 1988's ... And Justice for All for sure. 
Standout tracks include “Broken, Beat & 
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bands like Poison who were more look than x 


Scarred,” “The Day That Never Comes,” and 
“All Nightmare Long.” The track “My Apoca- 
lypse” just got them their eighth Grammy at 
the recent 51st awards ceremony. 

Sull, some older fans remain disil- 
lusioned: “The tone of Death Magnetic is 
pseudo-heavy,” my friend states matter-of- 
factly. “The album is laughing at their origi- 
nal fan base, thinking that the fans of their 
earlier albums are stupid and will buy this new 
attempt at their original style. And the lyrics 
BLOW.” 

I don’t care. I don't care how many 
butlers or gold plated toilet seats they have in 
their multi-million dollar homes. I wouldn't 
care if they opened an amusement park called 
Metallica Land, where the only activity is 
watching the band roll around in piles of mon- 
ey. The fact is Death Magnetic does indeed 
rock. Hard. Another plus is that it sounds 
nothing like Beyoncé, and in the end, that’s 
good enough for me. 
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“L’Via L’Viaquez”) and use of samba-esque drumbeats and brass record clocking in at 31 
instruments (track 4, “Miranda That Ghost Just Isn't Holy Any- and a half minutes). Ad- 


more,” which features Flea of the Red Hot Chili Peppers on ditionally, this album saw 
trumpet at around 4:17 into the song). 2006's Amputechture the departure of former 
offered similar nuances from each of the two predecessors, drummer Jon Theodore and 
H with occasional use of octave effects on Bixler-Zavala’s vo- introduced new drumming 
ailing from the ashes of their cals (track 2, “Tetragrammaton,” at around 9:15 into the extraordinaire, Thomas Prid- 
post-hardcore outfit At the Drive- song) anda soft acoustic tune all sung in Spanish (track 5, gen. 
in, The Mars Volta's Cedric Bixler- "Asilos Magdalena"). Which leads to their most recent, Pridgen certainly surpasses 
Zavala and Omar Rodriguez-Lopez 2008's 7he Bedlam In Goliath. Theodore in terms of both skill 
have certainly created a resume full While Bedlam does hold true to the unpredict- and stamina, however, speed and 
of progressive rock influence starting ability that I personally love about The Volta, it does frequent use of a double bass pedal 
with 2003's De-loused in the Comato- not live up to the organic sound that I looked for- should not be the salient traits of a 
rium. De-loused offered the listener a ward to in the delivery oftheir songs. Many of the drummer’s technique. Personally, 
THE TREMULANT SINGS: 
e 
trip into prog-rock mayhem with heavy, am- tracks tend to be fairly straightforward, my admiration for Theodore's drumming 
bient interludes and enough guitar and vocal whereas in previous records The Volta stemmed from his similarities to Led Zep- 
effects to make Yes look like The Eagles of prominently bent the rules of ortho- pelin drummer John Bonham: delivering 
the genre. dox song structure (Especially on heavy, driving drum patterns with a booming, 
Following De-/oused was 2005's Fran- 2005's Frances the Mute, where steady bass drum. Theodore cultivated a classic 
ces the Mute, where their Latino roots were es- the song “Cassandra Gemini” is rock vibe, playing off of Juan Alderte’s bass lines 
pecially evident with bilingual lyrics (track 3, divided into eight tracks on the with impeccable syncopation. Pridgen, who ap- 


proaches his drumming from a more modern per- 


A RETROSPECTIVE VIEW ON THE GRAMMY-WINNING 


VOLTA 


BY SEAN New) 


spective—similar to Mike Portnoy of Dream Theater 
and Zach Hill of Hella—fills in each song with a beat 
wherever possible (see: “Wax Simulacra”). The 
skill is there, but his placement in the band seems 
hasty and forced. 
As long as The Mars Volta continues to put 
out records and maintain their idiosyncratic ap- 
proach to their music, I will remain a devoted fan. 
Perhaps the eccentricity of Pridgen’s drumming 
will eventually grow on me on albums to come. 
Despite the recent recognition from the Gram- 
mys, I'll most likely be spinning the albums that 
preceded Bedlam in hopes that The Volta can 
bring back the old time rock ‘n’ roll feel I 
cherished about them in the first place. 
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The New 


Well, they’re onto us. 
Brunswick Police Department seems to have 
discovered the Internet over the winter break 


as well as the joys of Googling oneself. With 
a few keystrokes, they had the whole Hub 
City basement scene at their fingertips. Ru- 
mors and paranoia spread after musicians 
with phone numbers posted online began 
receiving calls from suspiciously inquisitive 
new “fans,” and house-venues succumbed to 
threats of being charged with everything in 
the book if even a peep came out from their 
basements. 

After successfully scaring the bejesus 
outofthe city’s music community, the precinct 
caught wind of an even greater storm coming 
over the horizon. The Vivian Girls, the blo- 
gosphere’s “it” shoe-gaze girl group, now set 
to perform at this year’s Coachella festival, 
were scheduled to swing by their old haunting 


= grounds, 
iS of | January 
« » j| Ath, to give 
y] TA the kids a 
à @ taste of pure 
Brooklyn hype. 
New Brunswick 
staple Screaming 
£ Females would join 
P Y them on the bill, their 
own explosion onto 
the national scene still 
dormant until the release 
of their new album on Don 
Giovanni Records. Everyone 
and their grandmother were 
prepared for the years of brag- 
ging rights that a chance to sce the 
Girls and Females go head to head 
would provide. 
The New Brunswick Police Depart- 
ment, though, would have none of it! 
Those coppers decided it was time to 
show the ruffians who was boss once and 
for all. A new threat went up: if by chance 
the "illegal assembly of dangerous propor- 
tions” actuallywentdown, the local S.W.A.T. 
team would come round and put a stop to it. 
The image of armed & armored officers tear 
gassing The Loft and pulling basement kids 
out by their collars seemed just too downright 
preposterous, but no one was willing to call 
their bluff. Luckily, The Court Tavern, one 
of the last bastions of beer and live music in 
this town, was more than happy to make their 
space available for such a high-profile event. 
The change in location, though, 
made all those under 21 years 
of age unable to attend, lower- 
ing the turn out as well as the 
morale. 

Butall was notlost. One 
of the highlights of seeing bands 
perform at the Tavern is being 
able to actually hear the music, 
thanks to the bar’s semi-profes- 
sional sound system. The first 
to make use of it was Mirrors & 
Wires, a local instrumental surf- 
rock act that impressively made 
use of a Theremin throughout 
their set, an instrument little 
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seen/ heard around these parts. Soon after, 
Screaming Females tore through their set 
with a professional ferociousness that left the 
crowd awed and their time onstage feeling all 
too short. After having had the opportunity to 
witness the group perform in basements for 
the past three years, their sound hampered 
by poor PA systems, it was a pleasure to stand 
in the front row and actually hear every note, 
beat, and ominous lyric come from the stage. 

The Vivian Girls, on the other hand, 
did not fare as well. The Tavern's resident 
sound-guy could not get a grasp of the band's 
sound, commonly compared to Phil Spector's 
Wall of Sound, and eventually mishandled 
their balance of echo and reverb. From the 
front row, where fans tried desperately to 
reapply their faces after the Females’ perfor- 
mance, an overwhelming cacophony burst 
through the speakers, sounding as disheart- 
eningly different from the Girls’ studio re- 
cordings as possible. Even from the farthest 
corner of the room, where the mix seemed to 
settle, every song sounded exactly the same as 
the next. Even the stage banter felt uncom- 
fortably tense, exacerbated by the catcalls of a 
shadowed heckler. 

Was it worth the hubbub? Will I brag 
about it for years to come? Of course, but not 
because I got to see the Vivian Girls live in a 
dive bar instead of a desert festival. If any- 
thing, PI casually mention that night some- 
time in the future because it was when I re- 
alized how ready Screaming Females were to 
finally bust out of this damn college town and 
geta taste of the success they rightly deserve. 

And really, who’s going to stop them? 
The S.W.A.T. team? Pshaw. 
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EH... 


CLARITY X 


| REMEMBER 
FEELING OLD 


when I stumbled upon a Deluxe Series edi- 
tion of Weezer's Blue Album. As far as I can 
remember, “My Name Is Jonas” was the first 
song I'd ever heard come through the speak- 

ers ofa CD player, and the bridge to “Buddy 

Holly" is— 

in all realm 


simply words set to melody and began speak- 
ing to me (the listener) personally. 


The correlations between the lyrics 


of Clarity and my life are almost frighten- 
ing. | attended my first Jimmy Eat World 
concert the summer before my first year of 
high school, just about when “The Middle” 
was blowing up all over the radio and ev- 
eryone began asking each other if they’ve 
heard of this new band, Jimmy Eat World. 
As a result, the selection from Clarity was 


extremely limited. Towards the end of the 
set, however, they began “Just Watch the 
Fireworks.” During the chorus, my girl- 

friend at the 


of possibil- BY ANDREW SHELDON tme tapped me 


ity—the first 
set of lyrics I ever committed to memory 
(“Bang! Bang! Knock on the door!”). 

At the same time, I remained un- 
moved by this initial reaction: The iue 
Album exists in a different realm of music 
absorption than any of the music I began 
listening to later in life, after my interests 
had expanded-beyond Nerf basketball, 
Sega Genesis, and the Chicago Bulls. It’s 
the way High Fidelity's Rob Fleming feels 
about The Beatles: “The Beatles were 
bubble-gum cards... They belong to me, 
notto me and Laura, or me and Charlie... 
and though they'll make me feel some- 
thing, they won't make me feel bad." 

Jimmy Eat World's Clarity re- 


on the shoulder 
and shifted my 
attention to a fireworks display that was 
occurring at the adjoining fairgrounds. 
The odds of these two things oc- 
curring simultancously, and most im- 
portantly, independently, still strikes 
me as insanely minimal. Oddly enough, 
the girl that guided my attention to the 
fireworks was even born on Dec. 23, 
and as a result, I still remain unable to 
listen to “Just Watch the Fireworks” 
or “12.23.95” without thinking of 
this particular person and this specific 
event. 
There is a personal memory for 
nearly every single track on Clarity. 


and the desire to be 
anywhere but, while “Your New 
Aesthetic" addressed the stressing 
of conformity in such a small town. 
Even now, I’m writing this essay on 
a Sunday, on the ride home, as I’m 
thinking all of this through (those 
particular lyrics are even about driv- 
ing back after visiting friends at col- 
lege, which was ironically the pur- 
pose of this trip). 

At some point in our indi- 
vidual lives, this becomes something 
we all do as we mature as consumers 
of music. Sometime around the age of 
10, people begin to recognize the cor- 
relation between “art” and personal 

experience. This phenomenon is most 
obvious when people begin to express 
ownership over a particular song (“The 
Thong Song? That shit’s my jam!”). 
Mathematically speaking, Clarity 
was released during this stage of adapta- 
tion for those of us in our early to mid- 
twenties. As a result, it’s evolved into a 
work where many of its consumers have 
specific and personal reactions to the 
content of the record. Since these reac- 
tions are personal, there is an obvious 
variation in severity for these 
reactions, but what makes 


[TJ H E C O R R E LATI O N S B ETW E E N Clarity such. an. important 


release is the large amount 


THE LYRICS OF CLARITY AND MY of listeners who have such 


a personal reaction to the 


LIFE ARE ALMOST FRIGHTENING:  .;. From Mark Hoppus 


sides on an entirely different plane 
of existence, as my experiences with 
Clarity share a common ground with 
the subject matter of the album. In 
fact, Clarity may be the first album 
where the lyrics became more than 
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The lyrics to “Blister” perfectly 
encapsulated my experiences 
growing up in a small, rural town 
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to Andrew McMahon to my 

circle of friends, and even ac- 
quaintances, almost everyone has had a per- 
sonal experience, relationship or opinion 
involving some aspect of Clarity, and that is 
certainly something to celebrate and reflect 
on, no matter how old it makes you feel. 


There are a lot of enticing proposals 
raised by the line-up for 2009’s Bonnaroo 
Festival. This year, they’ve really managed 
to capture the pretentious elite from nearly 
every genre and placed them in a solid line- 
up. Probably the most enticing thing about 
the festival is the genre-mash-up. 

Here's a short list of bands that are 
sharing the stage at Bonnaroo: 

David Byrne 
The Beastie Boys 
Jenny Lewis 
The Mars Volta 
Wilco 


GIATA E AL V 


KAY HY AL 


ERA LZ | 


Wij? 


VL 


Í 


thinking about purchas- 
ing a $300-plus plane ticket to L.A. 

and starting a payment plan on layaway 

for a $269 three-day-pass to the almighty 

COACHELLA. Shall I start selling my body 

now? Friday’s lineup has already got me 


pumped. I love Conor Oberst (“NYC - Gone, 


Gone”), Girl Talk and the Ting Tings (Think 
of that booty shakin’ iPod commercial). 


Snoop Dogg 
Animal Collective 
Bruce Springsteen and the E Street Band 
Al Green 

TV on the Radio 
The best thing about Bonnaroo is 
it’s a great way to cross a lot of bands off the 
“must-see” list, and these acts cover a lot of 
ground. When else will you ever get to see 
Ted Leo and the Pharmacists play at the same 
place as an Elvis Costello show? I mean, for 
just five “easy payments” (their words) of $50 
(and the trip to Tennessee), you can see The 
Decemberists, Girl Talk and Erykah Badu at 


Glass, is hot and I know she'll make my 
sunglasses melt off my face if I see her live. 
While thinking I could maybe just 
get a Friday ticket, Saturday's headliners— 
The Killers and Amy Winchouse—make me 
think twice about that decision. I'd love to 
see that bitch collapse on stage because it 
blows my mind that a girl that size with that 
many problems still isn’t dead by now. And 
The Killers are THE KILLERS. 
Oh, and Sunday? For those indie 
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Akiwa NER i 


The Crystal Castles girl, Alice 


the same concert. 

One lesser-known group to look out 
for specifically is Rodrigo y Gabriella, two 
flamenco guitarists who cover heavy metal 
songs on acoustics, including “Orion” by 
Metallica and an especially good cover of 
“Stairway to Heaven” (I swear, it’s much 
better than you'd think). The range of music 
available offers the opportunity for a lot of 
discovery. Probably the best reason to go to 
Bonnaroo (aside from crossing acts off the 
old “must-see” list) is to experience all of the 
new music you could be listening to. 

-Andrew Sheldon 


LIS SIN 


rap furis Sunday" S Soi it going on: Lupe, 
K'NAAN and the Knux. Listening to songs 
about skaters, war and cappuccino while get- 
ting a tan? Totally my scene. Being a college 
student in a recession isn't fun, but if I up 
my intake of Ramen noodles, maybe cancel 
my spring break plans, become a stripper 
and skip out on a month's rent, maybe you'll 
be reading an article two months from now 
reporting live from the West Coast. I hella 
hope so. 


-Merichelle Villapando 
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Save The Trees, 


Save The World. 


An Important Editorial About 
Conserving Paper and Saving Trees. 


By Carly Simmes! 


ell, it finally happened. 
The mighty monolith 
that is our government- 
sponsored university has finally made good on 
their promise to “go green”. 

As you've probably noticed, a rule instat- 
ed this past semester at all campus computer labs, 
limits student printing to $30 worth of papers. As 
the president of the RUBHEaESaTF (Rutgers Uni- 
versity Botanical, Horticultural, Ecological and 
Environmental Society and Task Force, heretofore 
referred to as the RU Botanical, Horticultural, 
Ecological, and Environmental Society and Task 
Force), I, for once, applaud the actions of our ad- 
ministration and have gone so far as to mail each 
of them a personal congratulatory letter for their 
policy of conserving paper. I advise all who agree 


to do the same. Heck, maybe with all this posi- 
tive feedback, some of them may even join the RU 
Botanical, Horticultural, Ecological, and Environ- 
mental Society and Task Force Mailing List! 

I know, I know. Yeah, right! They're prob- 
ably too busy golfing! 

Now, some of you may be wondering why 
this is all so important. Well, to you Ignorant Isaacs 
out there, I tell you this: trees are our future. If 
you don't listen to anything else I write right now, 
remember that, for it's the most important thing I 
have to say. It's so important that I'll repeat it now 
in bold print: 


TREES ARE OUR FU- 
TURE. 


If you don't listen to anything 
else | write right now, remember 
that, for it's the most important 

thing | have to say. 
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Trees 


This all reminds me of a poem by noted 
poet and New Brunswick citizen Joyce Kilmer, 
for whom the Joyce Kilmer Memorial Forest and 
National Recreation Trail is named. The poem is 
titled, perfectly enough, “Trees” and it goes like 
this: 


“TREES” 
I think that I shall never see 
A poem lovely as a tree. 

A tree whose hungry mouth is prest 
Against the sweet earth’s flowing 
breast; 

A tree that looks at God all day, 
And lifts her leafy arms to pray; 
A tree that may in summer wear 
A nest of robins in her hair; 
Upon whose bosom snow has lain; 
Who intimately lives with rain. 
Poems are made by fools like me, 
But only God can make a tree. 
by 


Joyce Kilmer 


E Oxygen 
Production 


Man-Made 


The part of that poem that I really want 
you to look at is the first couplet at the top. When 
even an artist can admit that trees are more impor- 
tant than his own 
medium, I think you 
need to stand up and 
take notice. 

But it's 
not just the beauty 
of trees that makes 
them important. 
Sure, staring at the 
impossibly complex 
majesty of an ever 
green's needles is 
breathtaking enough 
to empty the lungs 
of even a champion 
swimmer, but we 
"tree huggers" have 
cold, hard science 
on our side as well. 
Gentle reader, I ask 
you this, do you en- 
joy breathing? Well, 
that's good because, 
and let me make this 


dea: TREES 
MAKE 
OXY- 
GEN. 


That’s right, 
without trees you 
won't even be able 
to gulp enough air 
down to make it to 
your giant SUVs. 
But hey, if you're 
one of those Visual 
Vivians who needs 
to see their facts 
instead of reading 
them, I’ve included 
both a pie chart and 
bar graph at the bot- 
tom of the last page 
to help explain. The 
facts state clearly that 
trees make up 99% 
of the earth’s oxygen. 

The other 1% is man-made. 

So, basically (as I’ve explained [hope- 
fully, you've been paying attention]), trees are 
the world. And, for those of you in the back 


ww TREES ARE THE 
WORLD. 


dent printing and saving trees, the Rutgers admin- 
istration is saving the world. Not bad for a group 


Therefore, by limiting stu- 


of white males, right? 


And, yes, I know that not all of the admin- 
istration is white or male, but you know what I’m 
talking about. 

What I’m talking about is our society’s oli- 
garchy which just doesn’t care about our precious 
green earth and its ever-dwindling natural resourc- 
es. 

In summation, when you're at the com- 
puter labs these next few months and you're hav- 
ing a snit fit because you can't print out your latest 
Business Major thesis while dreaming of dollar bills 
inked in Mother Nature's blood, stop and think 
for a minute that saving a page might just keep this 
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beautiful globe spinning just a little bit longer. 
For those of you who agree with what I've 


written, please visit my blog where you can find 
this article in its entirety. There you can print it 
out to post around the city for the masses. 

Also, make sure to attend the next meet- 
ing of the group I'm president of, the RU Botani- 
cal, Horticultural, Ecological, and Environmental 
Society and Task Force! 


Carly Simmes is a contributing writer for The Rutgers Re- 
view. She is also the president of the Rutgers University 
Botanical, Horticultural, Ecological and. Environmental 


Society and. Task Force. 
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National Pastime By Matt Korostoff 


WTF?IDK! By Dave Rothstadt 
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The world can be 


ao cruel sometimes. 


/ 


Thanks, dad. 


» and trai nS | 
dinosaurs 


reader 
pe y on the next page we have the 
first official Rutgers Review 
Short Story of the Month. 
Every issue we plan on print- 
ing another story in this sec- 
tion and, if you’re a writer and 
would like us to publish some- 
thing you’ve written, please 
send it our way. We’re looking 
for short fiction (be it funny, 
scary, incredibly deep and pro- 
found, or whatever) of no more 
than 1600 words. 
Send your submissions to 
Rutgersshortfiction€ gmail.com 


SUN 
q 


The school bus was filled with the smell 
of stale sweat, puke, and peanut butter and 
jelly. Mr. Gilman pulled a small jar of tiger balm 
from his pocket, dabbed some under his nose, 
and breathed deeply. Thirty kids in puffy winter 
coats were packed into the rows of creaking 
leather bench seats behind him, hugging their 
book bags, poking and prodding, squealing and 
whining. Try to forget where you are. Focus 
on the scenery. Outside, paint peeled from the 
walls of single story suburban houses. Plastic 
reindeer lay splayed on their sides under 
mountains of snow. 

Suddenly there was a yell from the back 
of the bus. In the rearview mirror, he saw two 
boys fighting. It was hard to make out over the 
seat in front of them, but every few seconds a 
contorted face would bob up into view, skinny 
little fists rising up and plummeting back down 
like wounded birds. The other kids started to 
form a circle around them, cheering them on and 
slapping the seats. ‘Come on! ‘Hit him harder! 
Gilman opened his mouth to say something, but 
nothing came out. He pressed his foot down on 
the gas and took a deep whiff of tiger balm. 

The next afternoon, when Gilman tried to 
start the bus, the engine wouldn't start. 

"Everything okay up there?" Ms. Newsom 
sat in the seat behind him. She was an English 
teacher, a skeletal looking woman with 
her hair in a tight ball. 


By Pat Hannon 


eT. 
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Somehow the school found out what had 
happened the day before, that the boys had 
fought, that Gilman did nothing. They weren't 
ready to fire him just yet, but for the next week 
Ms. Newsom would ride along and monitor 
him. At the end of the week, she would submit 
a report evaluating his 

but every few 


performance, and a 
decision would be made seconds a 
contorted face 


from there. She tapped 
the clipboard with her would bob up into 
fingernails. After one view skinny little 
more hopeless twist of fists rising up and 

plummeting back 


the key, Gilman punched 
the steeri heel 

doce down like wounded 
birds" 


pulled the lever to open 
the door, and pushed 
himself up from his seat. 

"Excuse me, Mr. Gilman, but where -" 

The narrow steps were covered in brown 
sludge and ice. He slipped, and the back of his 
head bounced off the concrete like a deflated 
basketball. After a moment, he opened his 
eyes. The bus windows were filled with their 
stupid little faces, screeching hysterically, 
pointing stubby little fingers. Ms. Newsom's face 
was pressed against the glass, her hand over 
her mouth, a look of concern. No, her chest was 
heaving, her laughter was fogging up the small 
window. He closed his eyes. The 
ù colossal wheel of the bus rolled 
s over him, crushing every 

bone in his body, sending 
him somewhere far, far 
away from here, and 
it felt good. 
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(yy, What's Up With 


The Rutgers Review hit the streets this month 
to ask one student some very profound questions. 


Rutgers 
Rich Wasek: Knees? They’re a weird 
phenomenon, but it works. You get on ‘em. 
Not me. That’s a perverted reference 


If your favorite Sweater had a name 


Review 


oo what would it be? 


Um, nothing. Um, 


ds. It 
No, that sounds creepy. Slayer recor 


Du " 
rain blood. Slayer said it themselve 


Ok, if you had to describe yourself as a WG pon from Clue, 


which one would it be and why? 
The candlestick, because it's ridiculous. 


What color umbrella would you want to be holding when he woli anus) 


Uh, neon green, with big orange letters that says, pe ck it." 


WHERE YOU SHOULD BE 


3/1 Glad Hearts, Brian Bond, Biz/Banjo, Junkyard Lightning @ Volkert Villa (Highland Park) 
3/2 The Cloud Room @ The Mercury Lounge 
3/4 Anathallo @ The Mercury Lounge 
3/6 Pregnant € America 
3/10 Cursive @ The Bowery Ballroom 
3/12 Screaming Females & Throwing Muses @ Music Hall of Williamsburg 
3/13 Les Savy Fav @ Brooklyn Masonic Temple 
3/14 Modest Mouse @ Electric Factory (Philly) 
3/16 Darkness on the Edge of Your Town(PAUL BARIBEAU doing BRUCE SPRINGSTEEN COVERS)@ in NB!! 
3/18 Clem Snide @ The Bowery Ballroom 
3/21 Brett Michaels @ The Wellmont Theatre (Montclair) 
3/24 Camera Obscura @ The Bell House 
3/25 Bloc Party @ Terminal 5 
3/26 Friendly Fires @ The Bowery Ballroom 
3/28 The Gaslight Anthem @ Trocadero (Philly) 
3/29 Akron/Family @ Union Pool 


WANT TO BE A PART OF ADVERTISE WITH 
THE RUTGERS REVIEW? 
Come to a meeting! THE RUTGERS REVIEW! 
Wednesdays 9:30pm 
Room 411C Contact ——— 
Ath Floor of the Rutgers Student Center T PERM Sh view BH com 
and/or e-mail for more info! 
TheRutgersReview @ gmail.com 
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